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m o o n  m o t H e r
We owe the moon our love, 
 For she is our mother, 
 Our controller, 
 Our protector. 
She weaves blankets of tides, 
 And nocking arrows as we sleep. 
She welcomes the pure
 And scorns the wicked. 
She lights our way
 In dark times, 
 Cradling our cheeks
 In a cool glow. 
She shows us new life
 And new hope, 
She revolves around us, 
 Watching and loving. 
15
She looks best in silvers, 
 Sparkling like the stars, 
 Cold like the night, 
 But beautiful. 
She has many names; 
 Luna, 
Artemis, 
 Selene, 
Arianrhod, 
 Diana, 
 Hecate, 
 Mother. 
I love her. 
 I think 
she is beautiful, 
even when she hides her face. 
Her phases influence ours, 
 Her love trumps ours, 
And when clouds hide her from me, 
  I call her- missing her smile.
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